
Suffolk Concert Band Trip to Holland May 2000 
 

This is my account of a trip that the Suffolk Concert Band took to Holland in 2000.  This is 

my memory and I ask any of those of you that also went on this trip to send in your own 

memories and hopefully between us we can put together a comprehensive account of the 

event.  Any photographs or memorabilia anyone has will also help. 

  

As I remember things, I had the original idea for the band visiting Arnhem.  One reason for 

choosing it was that we had visited previously as a family and had found a suitable place to 

provide the necessary accommodation for a large group of people in one place  This 

accommodation would be self catering with groups of band members living in small houses. 

The hope was this would keep costs down and make for a more sociable experience. 

 

The other reason for visiting Arnhem was the military history associated with the area and 

some music associated with that history.   In 1944 a plan was implemented to open up a 

direct route from Belgium, through Holland and into Germany.  This plan involved capturing 

a road and a series of bridges to provide a spearhead into the heart of Nazi occupied 

Europe. 

The bridge at Arnhem was to become ‘A Bridge Too Far’ and the story of the subsequent 

battle was told in the book with that name by Cornelious Ryan.  In 1977 Sir David 

Attenborough directed an epic  film with an all star cast also called A Bridge Too Far.  The 

soundtrack for this film was written by John Addison and produced some themes well suited 

to military bands.  One aim of the trip was to play  A Bridge Too Far at the scene of the 

famous battle.  A museum is located at Oosterbeek at the former Hotel Hartenstein, which 

was allied HQ and where the allied forces fell back to for a final stand and a subsequent 

surrender.  This location is where the events are commemorated rather than the actual 

bridge which was eventually destroyed and then replaced after the war.  The plan was for 

the band to visit the museum and perform in the grounds and visit the associated war graves 

cemetery.  It was also hoped the band could perform at the holiday park where we were 

going to stay. 

 

The trip was planned around the Whitsun bank holiday, 26, 27, 28 and 29 May 2000.  A 

coach would provide the transport for the band.  I, for some reason which seemed like a 

good idea at the time, decided to go as an advanced party.  I would take the fast catamaran 

from Harwich to the Hook of Holland, then take trains to get to the destination. 



We had a viable band for the trip and Barry would be the MD.  Barry had been to Holland 

with us before and we knew he could consume large amounts of gin and still function as 

required. 

 

Friday 26 May 2000 

So off I set on that Friday morning by train to Harwich and then a mid morning sailing.  Four 

hours later I was in Holland, assuming that the ability to speak English would get me through 

any problems.  I am not one of those people that thinks if you speak English loud enough 

people will understand but I am one of those people who thinks that in Europe there will be 

lots of people that speak English.  I did have to revert to addressing carriages full of people 

with the words, "Excuse me but does anyone here speak English".  It did appear to work as 

the sample was quite large for the single question.  



I eventually arrived at the railway station that was closest to my destination (which I believe 

was Doetinchem) with the plan to try and catch a bus or if necessary walk the last bit of the 

journey.  Now this station was in the middle of nowhere with nobody around.  I knew the 

rough direction and started to walk.  Eventually I thought that progress was a little slow and 

with a nagging doubt that I didn't know where I was going I decided to modify the plan.  I 

would find a hostelry, have a drink and think about the problem.  I had a chat with the locals 

and decided the best plan was to go by taxi.  The taxi, a Mercedes,  arrives, the driver 

comes into the bar, I walk out and then to the driver's surprise I try to get into the driver's 

seat! 

So I arrived at Stroombroek holiday park.  I get to reception and I then take position of all the 

keys for all the accommodation.  I had some food and recovered from my journey by visiting 

the spa.  I then settled down to wait for the main party to arrive a bit like 1st Airborne Division 

in 1944 waiting for the Polish relief force.  As in 1944 things had gone wrong and 

communications between me and the main party were somewhat limited.  I cannot 

remember if we had mobile telephone communications at the time but I remember some 

communication regarding arrival times.  What I didn’t know was that due to some traffic 

problems the bus had had problems and delays getting out of Ipswich. 

Luckily I managed to get a bottle of red wine to assist my wait.  

To pass the time and to help out with arrivalI I decided to make beds for all the children I 

knew were coming. 

Eventually, which I think was the early hours of the morning, the bus arrived.  I handed out 

keys and everybody got to bed. 

 

Saturday 27 May 2000 

 

Map showing Stroombroek, Arnhem and Oosterbook 

 



After a leisurely breakfast period our party boarded the bus and drove west through Arnhem 

to Oosterbeek where we had a chance to look around the museum and we set up to perform 

to the public. 

Amongst the music we played was an arrangement we had been given by the Parachute 

Regiment of music from the film A Bridge Too Far.  This combined the march with a piece 

called Dutch Tragedy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Battles were reenacted. 

 

 

We then went on to visit the Arnhem Ooosterbeek War Cemetery with over 1500 burials.  I 

have memories of Don Cheesewright being brought to tears by this experience.  Also, 

amongst all those graves are two headstones closer together than all the rest.  These are 

the graves of twin brothers Thomas and Claude Gronert who died side by side on 17 

September 1944 aged 21. 



 

 

 

 

I believe we stopped somewhere for lunch and then headed back to the holiday park. 

In the evening I had organised that the coach would take us to a local Chinese restaurant for 

a meal. I have vague memories of us arriving and them having no knowledge of me booking 

for a large party.  However, we all got a meal there as I remember it.   We returned to base 

for various house parties then took place with various levels of drinking and singing. 

 

  



Sunday 28 May 2000 

This was a blustery and damp morning and the plan for the day was to do local park 

activities in the morning and possibly perform outside in the afternoon on the park.  A 

number of us hired bicycles and set off on a circular route. 

 

 

 



 

After numerous adventures including stopping for punctures and a drink we all got back to 

the holiday park.  With the weather not improving we had to abandon the idea of playing at 

the holiday park and we all made the best use of indoor facilities available to us. 

 

 

Monday 29 May 2000 

This was the day for us to return home and we had to make a very early start.  I thought it 

would be a good Idea to get into the ‘Bridge Too Far’ spirit by watching the film together on 

the bus on the way home.  Luckily the bus had a television system and I happened to have a 

copy of the film on VHS.  Unfortunately, at seven in the morning some fellow passengers did 

not appreciate the explosive soundtrack and I think sleep would have been their preferred 

activity.  I have no other memories of the journey home until we were on the A12 and 

nearing home.  The day also happened to be the day that Ipswich Town FC were playing in 

the play-offs for a place in the Premier League at Wembley stadium.  They won the game 

and by coincidence our arrival down the A12 and into Ipswich almost coincided with when 

buses might be returning to Ipswich from Wembley. As a result people were lined up on 

bridges over the A12 waving flags as we went under them and on the streets of Ipswich.  We 

appeared to get a hero's welcome home. 

 

Well these are my memories of that event twenty years ago.  I look forward to seeing 

everybody else's memories from that happy occasion in the band’s history.  Does anybody 

else remember things that happened?  Does anybody remember who shared houses?  What 

happened on that journey outward? 


